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IJSTTRODUOTION. 


The  sermon  that  follows  was  preached  in  the  Congregational 
Church,  in  East  Abington,  on  the  afternoon  of  the  Sabbath  follow- 
ing the  funeral  of  the  Misses  Keexe,  and  is  published  at  the  request 
of  the  relatives  of  those  whose  untimely  end  touched  with  deep  grief 
and  sympathy  so  many  hearts. 

It  is  fitting  that  here  there  should  be  brief  mention  of  the  circum- 
stances of  this  great  calamity. 

Mr.  Jairus  Keene,  a  merchant  in  New  Orleans,  had  not  long 
before  visited,  as  was  his  custom,  his  family,  who  were  resident  in 
East  Abington.  All  that  a  loving  husband  and  father  could  do  he 
had  done,  to  make  his  home  the  comfort,  in  his  absence,  of  those  he 
was  forced  to  leave  behind. 

Sabbath  eve,  Sept.  8th,  was  a  peculiarly  beautiful  autumnal  night, 
and  the  only  children — LucY,  aged  twenty-one  years,  and  Abby, 
aged  nineteen — attended  the  Concert  of  the  Sabbath  School  of  Eev. 
Mr.  Walker's  congregation,  of  which  they  were  beloved  members. 

No  young  people  laid  them  down  that  Sabbath  night  in  sweeter 
trust.  But  at  quarter  past  eleven  the  cry  of  "Fire!"  rang  through 
the  village.  Mrs.  Keene,  the  mother,  was  waked  by  hearing  a  noise 
in  the  room  above,  and  instantly  calling  and  lighting  a  lamp,  went 
to  the  stairs,  having  heard  a  sound  as  of  one  stranglmg  or  vomiting. 
As  she  attempted  to  ascend,  the  suffocating  smoke  drove  her  back, 
and  there  was  no  answer  to  her  agonized  calls  to  her  dear  ones,  who 
probably  never  fully  waked  and  were  then  past  consciousness. 

Her  cries  for  help  were  very  speedily  answered.     All  was  done 
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tliat  could  be  clone  to  save  those  precious  lives,  but  it  was  in  vain 
that  one,  first  on  the  spot,  hazarded  his  own.  The  gathering  crowd 
could  only  look  on  with  tearful  eyes  and  breaking  hearts;  only 
rescue  the  poor  remains  of  those  forms,  a  few  hours  before  so  fair  and 
vigorous,  perishing  in  a  fire  so  unexpected,  so  fearful,  and  the  origin 
jof  which  is  still  shrouded  in  mystery. 

The  funeral  of  the  Misses  Keexe  was  conducted  by  Rev.  Mr. 
Walker,  on  the  Tuesday  following  ;  and  the  church  in  which  it  was 
lield  was  filled  with  mourners.  No  community  was  ever  more  deeply 
moved,  and  no  dweller  here  will  ever  forget  that  night  of  anguish, 
that  day  of  grief  and  sympathy. 


Since  the  printing  of  the  sermon,  a  memorandum  book  has  been 
found,  that  the  older  sister  had  prepared  on  the  day  of  her  death, 
for  use  during  the  year  dating  from  that  day:  by  mistake  given  in 
the  introduction  as  the  8th. 

On  the  fly  leaf  were  these  last  words  from  her  pen : — 

"  Ronse  to  some  high  and  holy  work  of  love. 
And  thou  an  angel's  happiness  shalt  know, 
Shalt  bless  the  earth  while  in  the  world  above; 

The  good  begun  by  thee  while  here  below, 
Shall  like  a  river  run  and  broader  flow." 

LUCY  KEENE. 

Ea8t  Abingtok.  September  15th,  1867. 

For  use  this  year. 


Alas  !  it  was  never  used  by  her — but  by  her  death  may  not  the 
holy  aspiration  in  the  last  lines  she  traced,  be  fulfilled  ! 
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Lam.  I.  12. — Is  it  nothing  to  yon  all  ye  that  jyass  hy  ?  behold  and 
see  if  there  is  any  sorrow  like  unto  my  sorrow  ? 

In  anguish  the  prophet  so  poured  out  liis  soul.  And  his  -words 
come  to  us  the  utterance  of  a  great  truth.  We  are  not,  and  wc 
ought  never  in  any  respect  to  feel  ourselves  to  be  mere  spectators 
of  a  deep  sorrow.  It  is  something  to  us,  and  we  ought  to  make 
it  all  to  us  that  by  God's  blessing  it  may  become.  I  do  not 
repeat  this  anguished  utterance  of  a  soul  overAvhelmed,  crushed 
under  the  awful  burden  of  calamity,  because  I  think  there  is  a  soul 
here,  an  individual  in  all  this  community,  who  has  been  unmoved, 
who  feels  now  indifferent  as  the  cup  of  sorrow,  so  bitter  and  so  full, 
has  been  pressed  to  the  lips  of  our  friends  and  neighbors.  No  one 
could  mark  the  countenances,  and  hear  the  words,  and  see  the 
actions  of  that  night  of  sorrow,  that,  already,  in  one  Aveek,  so  seems 
ages  ago,  without  feeling  that  as  with  one  great  heart  all  the  sym- 
pathies of  this  people  were  with  those  so  stricken,  so  desolate. 

And  since  then,  to  watch  the  passers  by,  to  see  how  tenderly  the 
step  paused  as  the  sad  ruin  was  passed,  how  tearfully  the  eye  turned 
away  that  looked  there;  to  remember  how  the  great  company  gath- 
ered here,  on  that  sad  funeral  occasion,  and  this  house  was  like  the 
threshing-floor  of  Atad,  when  the  inhabitants  of  the  land  said  as 
the  patriarch  was  buried,  "  this  is  a  grievous  morning  ;  "  to  remem- 
ber that  nothing  was  left  undone  that  could  be  done  to  testify  tlie 
heart's  deep  sorrow  at  the  death  of  these  beloved  daughters,  and 
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deep  sympathy  with  the  mother  who  was  with  us,  and  the  father 
who  was  so  fill'  away  —  all  this  has  sealed  assurance  that  every 
heart  here  was  feeling,  deeply  feeling.  There  was  anything  but 
indifference  as  we  knew  how  the  grief-laden  messages  were  crossing 
each  other  between  this  place  so  overwhelmed,  and  that  city  where 
the  pestilence  is  so  raging.  When  the  very  wires  of  the  telegraph, 
it  would  seem,  must  have  throbbed  with  the  anguish  of  the  tidings 
passing  and  repassing,  of  those  deaths  here  and  there,  there  Avere 
no  hearts  unmoved  as  here  there  lay  before  us  that  coffin  wo  might 
not  open,  and  upon  it,  three  funeral  wreaths,  as  if  we  were  gathered 
for  three  funerals  —  not  merely  of  the  maidens  so  suddenly  snatched 
away,  but  of  that  young  husband  and  father,  who  so  few  years  ago 
stood  where  was  that  casket  taking  as  his  bride  her  who  to-day  is 
his  widow.  We  had  hoped  that  he  was  tenderly  to  break  to  their 
father  the  tidings  of  his  utter  bereavement.  We  felt  as  though  the 
cup  was  full.     As  never  before  to  every  heart  came  the  words,  — 

"  The  air  is  full  of  farewells  to  the  dying, 
And  weeping  for  the  dead ; 
The  heart  of  Rachael  for  her  children  crying. 
Will  not  be  comforted." 

Not  as  to  those  indifferent  and  unsympathizing  does  the  word, 
"  Is  it  nothing  to  you  that  pass  by  ?  Behold  and  see  if  there  be  any 
sorrow  like  unto  my  sorrow?"  come  to  any  here  to-day.  This 
is  their  message:  "  Shall  all  this  be  nothing  to  you?  Shall  it 
be  that  out  of  the  agony  of  such  sorrows  there  shall  come  to  you  no 
benefit,  no  blessing  ?  Shall  it  be  in  vain  for  these  families  that 
this  household  has  so  been  written  childless,  and  such  desolation  has 
come  upon  stricken  souls  here  and  in  that  far  off  city,  grief  has 
brought  so  nigh  ?  Shall  we  look  on  and  see  all  this  fearful  wreck  of 
fondest  hopes  and  deepest  joys,  and  have  sealed  to  our  hearts  no 
benefit,  no  blessing  ?  "  .  We  have  sympathized  in  the  affliction.  We 
have  felt  it  as  our  own  affliction.  We  have  not  passed  by,  it  seems 
to  us  we  can  never  pass  by  unmoved,  the  ashes  of  this  home.  But 
shall  it  never  be  "  good  for  us  that  we  have  been  afflicted  ?  "  Shall 
it  in  the  end  be  nothing  to  us,  nothing  for  us,  that  we  have  looked 
on  the  agony,  and  felt  these  hearts  saying,  "Is  there  any  sorrow 
like  unto  our  sorrow  ?  " 

This  thought  must  come  to  the  most  thoughtless     We    ought 
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to  be  benefitted.  We  ought  to  learn,  oh,  how  much,  from  such  a 
lesson.  We  ought  to  be  able  to  say,  "It  is  good  for  us  that  we 
have  been  afflictel"  Of  us,  as  of  Israel,  shall  our  God  say,  "  Why 
should  ye  be  stricken  any  more  ?  ye  will  revolt  more  and  more. 
The  people  turneth  not  to  him  that  smiteth  them,  neither  do  they 
seek  the  Lord  of  hosts."'  The  sad  word  spoken  of  old  of  another 
people,  sliould  not  be  true  of  us.  "Thou  hast  stricken  them,  but 
they  have  not  grieved,  thou  hast  consumed  them,  but  they  have 
refused  to  receive  corrections.  They  have  made  their  faces  harder 
than  a  rock  ;  they  have  refused  to  return." 

If  we  believe  there  is  a  God,  if  we  have  any  faith  in  a  Divine 
providence,  if  we  are  creatures  over  whom  God  watches,  and 
for  whom  He  cares,  then  the  solemn  lessons  of  the  past  week  to  this 
people,  to  every  heart  here,  should  be  heeded.  Every  heart  should 
enquire,  what  are  these  lessons  ?  how  may  all  this  sorrow  be  some- 
thing to  us,  be  all  to  us  that  it  can  be  ? 

What,  then,  are  these  teachings  we  'should  lay  to  heart  ? 
This  assuredly  is  one  :  That  whatever  is  the  event  and  through 
whatever  instrumentality  it  may  come,  whether  it  be  so  to  crush  the 
heart  with  the  weight  of  sorrow,  or  to  gladden  it  with  the  light  of 
joy,  Ave  should  see  it  as  the  providence  of  God,  recognize  it  as  the 
hand  of  our  Heavenly  Father. 

For  everything  is  in  the  order  of  an  all-wise  providence,  according 
to  His  holy  will,  or  everything  happens  according  to  a  blind  chance, 
we  are  between  the  mill  stones  of  relentless  law,  or  of  blind,  unsym- 
pathizing,  unconscious  fate. 

And  is  there  one  ray  of  light  upon  the  darkness  of  such  a  night 
as  that  of  the  last  Sabbath,  is  there  one  drop  of  consolation  to  be 
mingled  with  such  a  bitter,  brimming  cup,  is  there  one  whisper  of 
peace  to  such  stricken  hearts  except  in  the  assurance  that  in  all  is 
the  hand  of  a  father,  in  the  thought  there  is  wisdom,  though  past 
our  finding  out ;  there  is  faithfulness  and  love,  though  the  way  is 
all  dark  to  us,  He  Avho  sees  the  end  from  the  beginning,  had  rea- 
sons for  all ;  and  not  in  wantonness,  not  by  mere  chance,  however, 
it  came,  but  by  the  hand  and  from  the  heart  of  Him  "  who  doth  not 
afflict  willingly,  nor  grieve  the  children  of  men,"  was  even  this? 

In  such  thought  there  is  comfort.  So  there  can  be  hope  even  iii 
and  from  that  which  seems  utterly  to  blot  out  all  hope. 
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"  When  doubts  disturb  my  troubled  breast, 
And  all  is  dark  as  night  to  me, 
Here,  as  a  solid  rock  I  rest, 

That  so  it  seemeth  good  to  thee." 

The  hope  can  be  in  God  when,  and  because  all  other  hope  per- 
ishes. But  if  then  the  soul  can  see  no  hand  of  a  Father,  no 
Tvisdom,  faithfulness,  love  ordaining  all,  what  rayless  night,  what 
utter  despair  ! 

To  learri  from  such  a  providence  that  the  hand  of  God  is  in 
everything,  and  in  his  purposes  every  event  is  somehow  working  to 
holy  and  benevolent  issues,  is  encouragement  to  all  effort. 

If  chance  may  blast  all  our  hopes,  bring  to  nought  all  our  efforts, 
make' our  work  all  in  vain,  turn  our  homes  to  ashes,  our  joys  to  griefs, 
then  why  should  we  toil  on  ?  But  if  our  God  orders  all,  then  our  effort 
can  never  be  in  vain.  Fire  and  flood,  disease  and  death  —  any 
form  of  calamity  may  come  in  an  hour,  sweeping  away  all  to  Avhich 
our  hands  and  hearts  had  so  been  given  ;  but  so  the  Infinite  Builder 
sees  that  our  work  can  best  be  used.  It  is  not  lost ;  nothing  of  it 
all  is  lost.  Our  homes,  thus,  even  by  their  ashes,  have  gone  into  the 
structure  He  is  rearing  to  the  praise  of  the  glory  of  His  grace. 
Our  tears  swell  the  river  of  the  water  of  life,  flowing  on  forever. 
Our  hopes  have  withered  only  to  blossom  again  in  the  paradise  of 
God,  when  the  heart  says,  "  not  my  will  but  thine  be  done." 

Such  heartfelt  belief  in  God's  providence  in  all  things  and  over 
all,  as  the  past  week  teaches  us  we  must  have  or  life  be  dark  indeed, 
gives  us  hope  in  all  effort,  confidence  in  all  toils.  We  may  plan,  we 
may  labor ;  for  if  the  issue  is  not  according  to  our  expectation  it  will 
be  according  to  His  wise  and  holy  will  who  "  doeth  all  things  well." 

"  Thy  ■way,  not  mine,  0  Lord, 
However  dark  it  be; 
Lead  me  by  thine  own  hand, 
Choose  out  the  path  for  me." 

And  what  encouragement  to  prayer  is  this  assurance,  that  the  prov- 
idence of  God  is  over  all  that  befalls  us,  or  any.  How  sad,  how 
pitiable  the  condition  of  those  who  last  week  could  not  pray.  Who 
had  no  such  belief  in  God's  power  and  presence  and  working;  in  His 
providence,  that  they  could  commend  to  hira  the  bleeding  hearts ; 
think  of  all  that  concerned  those  so  suffering,  so  fearing,  and  look 
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to  God ;  think  of  tliemselve's  and  their  dear  ones,  of  all  their  own 
interests  in  the  awful  hazard  of  a  world  whose  dread  uncertainties 
stood  so  revealed  to  us,  and  commit  all  to  the  keeping  of  the  Shep- 
herd of  Israel,  that  slumbereth  not ;  cast  all  care  upon  Him  who 
careth  for  us.  Last  week  it  seems  to  me  those  most  reckless,  thought- 
less, must  have  felt  with  Burns,  — 

"  When  ranting  round  in  pleasure's  ring,- 

Eeligion  may  be  blinded, 
Or  if  she  give  a  random  sting. 

It  may  be  little  minded; 
But  when  in  life  we're  tempest  driven,- 

A  conscience  but  a  canker, 
A  conversatiori  fised  with  heaven 

Is  sure  a  noble  anchor." 

That  sweet  trust  and  confidence  that  we  all  felt  last  week,  we 
must  somehow,  somewhere  find,  comes  with  the  spirit  that  can 
pray,  "not  my  will  but  thine  be  done,"  and  feel  that  God  has  a 
will  respecting  all  events,  and  in  His  providence  he  is  carrying  out 
His  wise  and  holy  purpose. 

But  if  there  is  any  thing  ever  that  is  not  according  to  God's  will; 
if  his  providence  is  not  over  all.  ordering  all,  then  are  we  in  the 
universe,  not  of  God,  but  of  God  and  chance ;  and  who  can  tell  what 
may  chance  even  to  God  himself !  The  soul  may  anchor  to  such  a 
God,  but  in  so  doing  it  is  like  a  ship  anchoring  to  a  floating  iceberg, 
to  be  chilled  and  perhaps  to  be  crushed  by  that  which  only  floats 
with  it.  In  the  light,  so  awful,  that  has  been  lifted  upon  us,  we 
want,  we  must  have  a  God  who  is  over  all. 

Then  can  we  have  strong  consolations  and  sweet  submissions. 
We  are  not  crushed  by  a  calamity,  we  are  bowed  under  the  chasten- 
ing hand  of  God.  Yea,  it  is  He  who  "  so  loved  the  world  that  He 
gave  his  only  begotten  son  that  whosoever  believeth  on  Him  might 
not  perish  but  have  everlasting  life  " ;  revealed  His  love  for  us  '-m 
that  while  we  were  yet  sinners  Christ  died  for  us  "  it  is  He  in  faith- 
fulness and  love  afflicting.  And  in  darkest  providences,  in  most 
overwhelming  grief,  remembeiring  that  night  in  Gethsemane,  looking 
to  the  cross  of  our  dying  Lord,  hearing  his  bitter  cry,  how  may  the 
soul,  out  of  its  anguish,  still  exulting  say,  "  He  that  spared  not  his 
own  son  but  delivered  him  for  us  all,  how  shall  he  not  with  hire 
freely  give  us  all  things  ?  " 
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"  I  welcome  all  thy  sovereign  will 
For  all  that  will  is  love, 
And  when  I  know  not  what  thou  dost 
I  wait  the  light  above." 

If  this  great  sorrow  is  to  be  anything  to  us  it  must  teach  our 

inmost  hearts  of  the  providential  government  of  God. 

And  it  must  teach  us  how  uncertain  are  all  things  here.  How 
often  we  feel,  "To-morrow  shall  be  as  this  day  and  more  abun- 
antly;"  But  burnt  into  all  our  hearts  now,  is  that  word,  "yeknoAV 
not  what  shall  be  on  the  morrow.  For  what  is  your  life  ?  it  is  even 
as  a  vapor  that  appeareth  for  a  little  time  and  then  vanisheth  away." 
How  true, 

"  The  spider's  most  attenuated  thread 
Is  cord,  is  cable  to  man's  tender  tie 
On  earthly  bliss. ' ' 

We  cannot  rest  our  hearts,  we  cannot,  dare  not  lay  up  on  earth 
our  treasures — set  our  affections  on  things  on  the  earth.  We  have 
had  one  true,  deep  impression  of  the  uncertainty,  the  transitoriness 
of  all  things  here. 

And  how  Avell  for  us  in  this  day  of  feverish,  anxious,  reckless  pur- 
suit of  earthly  good,  when  the  tendency  has  so  been  to  live  only 
for  the  gains,  the  pleasures,  the  ambitions,  the  knowledge  of  earth, 
how  well  to  be  made  to  feel,  "  The  fashion  of  this  world  passeth 
away  ! "  It  may  be  everything  to  us  if  the  fond  dream  of  earthly 
security  is  broken  up  as  we  behold  this  sorrow  ;  if  it  shall  urge  upon 
us  the  truth  respecting  all  things  here  so  that  we  shall  see  them  in 
their  true  aspects,  and  learn  to  "  use  this  world  as  not  abusing  it." 

"  Our  dying  friends  come  o'er  us  as  like  a  cloud 
To  damp  our  brainless  ardors  and  abate 
The  feverish  thirst  of  life. " 

God  lets  such  lurid  light  shine  upon  all  things  here,  so  fills  our 
eyes  with  tears,  that,  looking  through  them,  we  may  see  things  as 
they  are,  so  uncertain,  so  transitory. 

And  yet  a  third  lesson  that  we  must  learn  from  this  sorrow  is  that 
none  the  less,  but  all  the  more,  because  so  uncertain,  so  transient  are 
all  things  here,  are  they  of  worth. 

If  riches  did  not  "make  to  themselves  wings  and  fly  away,"  it 
would  be  of  less  consequence  how  we  use  to-day  what  God  has  put 
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into  our  hands.  If  all  things  around  us  were  to  continue  as  thcj 
are  it  would  less  concern  us  at  once  and  fullj  to  estimate  all,  see 
all  our  circumstances  and  hear  and  heed  the  call  to  present  dutj. 
If  "we  were  sure  that  to-morroAV  all  the  faculties  and  powers  in  which 
we  now  exult  would  be  ours,  and  ours  still  on  and  on,  how  mucJi 
less  urgency  in  the  word  of  Him  who  gives  every  talent,  "  occupy 
till  I  come  ! "  Ah,  it  is  the  uncertainty  of  that  coming  that  is  the 
very  call  to  watch,  to  be  faithful.  We  know  not  whether  it  will  be 
at  midnight  or  midday ;  we  only  hear  the  word,  "Watch,  for  your 
Lord  Cometh  and  ye  know  not  at  what  hour  your  Lord  doth 
come." 

So  if  our  lives,  and  the  lives  of  those  nearest  and  dearest,  were  not 
"  as  a  vapor,  that  appeareth  for  a  little  time  and  then  vanishetli 
away,"  it  would  less  concern  us  at  once  and  earnestly  to  do  all  for 
them  that  we  ought  to  do,  that  we  can  do.  To-morrow  would  do  as 
well;  and  to-morrow,  and  to-morrow.  But,  alas,  there  may  be  no 
to-morrow  for  them  or  for  us.  "  The  night  cometh  when  no  man 
can  work."  "  Whatsoever  thy  hand  findeth  to  do,  do  it  with  thy 
might,  for  there  is  no  work,  nor  knowledge,  nor  device  in  the  grave 
whither  thou  goest."  0,  it  is  the  uncertainty,  the  transitoriness  of 
all  things  here,  that  is  the  seal  of  their  measureless  worth,  and  of  our 
present  and  pressing  responsibility.  All  that  we  can  ever  do  for 
some,  perhaps  all  ive  can  ever  do  for  any  to  be  done  at  once,  what 
worth  in  the  opportunity  !  what  wealth  in  the  means  !  what  respon- 
sibility in  the  doing  or  the  failure  ! 

For  this  fourth  lesson  comes  to  us,  or  the  sorrow  that  our  eyes 
have  seen,  our  hearts  have  felt  will  be  nothing  to  us,  that  our  endur- 
ing,  our  inestimable  interests  are  beyond  this  life. 

"  The  things  that  are  seen  are  temporal,  the  things  that  are  not 
seen  are  eternal." 

"  All,  all  on  earth,  is  shadow,  all  beyond 
Is  substance;  the  reverse  is  folly's  creed." 

And  it  is  because  these  things  so  transient  so  take  hold  on  those 
so  infinite,  eternal,  that,  transient  as  they  are,  they  are  of  such 
measureless  worth.  It  is  because  the  moments  flitting  by  us  so 
stamp  their  impress  on  the  eternal  future,  that  none  can  overestimate 
these  moments. 
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^'0,  time,  how  few  thy  value  weigh. 
How  few  can  estimate  a  day ! ' ' 

Not  here,  not  now  can  any  do  so,  not  until  tlie  light  of  eternitj 
shines  upon  all  the  doings  of  each  day  !  And  yet,  did  we  not,  that 
night,  seem  by  the  awful  providence  placed  where  we  saw  these  two 
Yforlds  !  How  narrow  the  space  that  divides  !  how  thin  the  curtain 
that  hides  from  us  eternity  !  • 

Beyond  are  our  real  interests  ;  there  are  all  the  matters  that  con- 
cern us.  What  we  are  now,  what  we  have  now,  what  we  do  noAV,  are 
of  such  awful  significance  because  thus  those  measureless  interests  are 
forever  settled.  Here  is  our  probation,  and  beyond  our  retribution. 
'"  For  we  must  all  appear  before  the  judgment  seat  of  Christ,  that 
every  one  may  receive  the  things  done  in  his  body  according  to  that 
that  he  hath  done,  whether  it  be  good  or  bad." 

The  Judge  himself  sets  before  us  the  final  award ;  how  solemn, 
how  awful !  and  even  those  lips  of  love  give  no  whisper  of  any  change 
hereafter.  "  Behold  now  is  the  accepted  time,  behold,  now  is  the 
day  of  salvation."  "To-day  if  ye  will  hear  his  voice  harden  not 
your  hearts,"  the  words  that  meet  us  always,  and  how  urgently  at 
such  a  time  as  this  ! 

Then,  if  we  would  not  have  this  sorrow  nothing  to  us,  we  must,  as 
it  is  before  us,  as  it  presses  upon  our  hearts,  be  truly  reconciled  to 
God. 

There  is  solemn  teaching  of  reconciliation  to  each  other.  In  such 
a  fire  as  that  it  would  seem  that  all  the  alienations  and  animosities, 
all  the  jealousies  and  heart-burnings  of  this  world  must  be  utte^rly 
consumed.  It  Avould  seem  that  the  sympathies  of  hearts,  even  if 
they  were  rock,  outgushing  at  such  a  blow  of  the  rod  of  God  must 
sweep  away  every  separating  wall  between  human  souls.  Such  a 
night  never  to  be  forgotten  as  that,  gives  tenderest  and  most  awful 
urgency  to  that  word,  "Be  ye  kind  one  to  another,  tender-hearted, 
forgiving  one  another,  if  any  man  hath  a  quarrel  against  any,  even  asf 
God  for  Christ's  sake  forgave  you,  so  also  do  j^e." 

So  long  as  we  remember  that  setting  Sabbath  sun  shining  upoij. 
that  home  and  kindling  there  all  the  light  of  life,  and  hope,  and  joy, 
and  remember  how  in  the  morning  that  sun  seemed  turned  to  dark-? 
jiess  as  it  shone  there  upon  sweet  life,  so  changed  fearfully  to  death, 
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upon  hopes  and  joys  all  turned  to  ashes,  can  we  ever  forget  that  word, 
"  Let  not  the  sun  go  down  upon  your  wrath."  To-morrow,  it  may 
be,  the  kindly,  reconciling  word  cannot  be  spoken,  cannot  be  heard. 
In  such  a  Avorld,  such  creatures  as  we  are,  so  near  eternity  and  with 
such  a  light  in  God's  providence  shining  upon  all,  should  Ave  not  be 
reconciled  to  each  other,  forgiving  from  the  heart  every  trespass,  and 
being  forgiven  ? 

And,  oh,  how  much  more  should  we  be  reconciled  to  God  ?  If  to 
our  fellows  we  should  be  reconciled  because  to-morrow  we  may  not 
meet  them,  surely  we  should  be  reconciled  to  God,  because  to-mor- 
row we  may  meet  Him. 

And  how  shall  we  meet  Him  in  peace  ? 

Blessed  be  His  name  —  He  has  opened  up  the  way,  "the  chastise- 
ment of  our  peace  he  has  laid  upon  him  who  bore  our  sins  in  his  own 
body  upon  the  tree."  "He  hath  reconciled  us  to  himself  by  the  death 
of  his  son."  "  He  is  the  propitiation  for  our  sins,"  and  "  if  we  con- 
fess our  sins  he  is  faithful  and  just  to  forgive  us  our  sins  and  to 
cleanse  us  from  all  iniquity." 

Blessed  be  His  name,  to  every  soul  he  calls,  "  Come  unto  me," 
"  I  will  receive  you  and  will  be  a  father  unto  you  and  ye  shall  be 
my  sons  and  daughters,  saith  the  Lord  God  Almighty."  And  aliens 
and  enemies  as  we  have  been  we  may  "  have  peace  with  God  through 
our  Lord  Jesus  Christ  by  whom  we  have  now  received  the  atone- 
ment," and  be  able  to  say,  amid  all  the  darkness,  uncertainty,  perils, 
the  sure  coming  death,  "  If,  when  Ave  Avere  enemies  Ave  were  recon- 
ciled to  God  by  ^the  death  of  his  son,  much  more  being  reconciled, 
Ave  shall  be  saved  by  his  life." 

0,  friends,  relatives  and  neighbors  of  these  stricken  parents,  young- 
friends  of  the  departed,  this  great  sorroAV  never  can  be  imthing  to 
any  of  us  Avho  have  passed  by.  It  is  God's  preaching  of  his  OAvn 
gospel  by  his  solemn  providence,  and  it  can  leave  no  soul  in  this 
community  as  it  was  before.  Such  a  voice  of  God  must  be  "a  savoy 
of  life  unto  life  or  of  death  unto  death." 


